PRESIDENT   MASARYK   TELLS   HIS   STORY
kept barking at him. When the dog stopped
barking we went to fetch the dead bear. I still have
his skin somewhere at home.
The third time that I met a bear it happened
like this. I was leaving Bystricka for Prague, so I
went out alone to say farewell to the mountains.
I had a gun and a dog, a brave little fellow. I went
along the path in the mountains, and there I saw a
bear about two hundred yards away, another, a
gigantic beast, eating bilberries. I drew nearer to
him against the wind so that he didn't scent me.
But my dog hurried on in front of me; the bear
sniffed him and went for him. The bear raised his
head so that I had to shoot quickly at about a
hundred and twenty paces. He got a wound in the
chest and rolled over, but he picked himself up
and ran into the forest. I went after him. Of course
one must not chase a wounded bear, but I forgot
that. I forgot everything except that I must get
him! He was bleeding and he fled further and
further into the mountains; I chased him a long
way but I did not get him, and it was getting dark.
Early next morning we went out after him; we fol-
lowed his tracks to tfie boundary of the next estate,
further than that we couldn't go. They wrote to
me that they found him on the third day on that
estate, all eaten up by worms already. Folk say
that bears are like the people in the part of the coun-